i jo	you can't be too careful.
as you might. I might feel I was tearing myself away
from something I cared for and wanted to go on seeing,
We're very much alike, Teddy, you and me, in a lot of
things.*'
" I never thought of that.*'
" But we are, you know.5*
" P'raps we are.  Only you're kind of cleverer. . . .
She was so intent on their mutual business that she had
completely forgotten her enthusiasm for French.   She was
just her pre-Parisian self, and hardly a word of Entente Cordial
escaped her.
When they went up stairs she put her arm through his, a
thing she had never done before. ** Gome into the corner,"
she said, " I must talk some more to you about all this.
Down there at table with all those people peeping and listen-
ing, one couldn't let oneself go. But no I murst, I murst talk
to you, Teddy, my dear. I'm so happy to see you so happy
and I'm so afraid for you and the things that may happen to
you. It will be wonderful for you to get away from all this.
Do what you choose. Lead a life of your own. And so danger-
ous. I envy you, Teddy boy, I envy you. I could cry over
you."
Her intense sincerity evoked a reciprocal sincerity in him,
Presently he was exposing himself to her as he rarely exposed
himself even to himself. They sat close together so that the
breath of their common desire mingled. She had dressed
herself carefully and thinly, and he could feel her soft arm
against his shoulder and her hand rested lightly on his knee.
** Of course you know I'm not what you might call educated
—not *ighly educated. I often think if I could get someone
to help me a bit	 And now	 Particularly. . . ."
" Couldn't / perhaps—help you ? '*
" Totfd 'elp me ? "
44 I'd love to."
" Me ? You with your travel and all that, and the books
you've read and knowing French as you do, I'd seem
common, . . .*'
She looked at him steadily for a moment.   *' You're the

